
A  Messianic  Take  on  Rosh
Hashanah  (The  Feast  of
Trumpets)
Rosh  Hashanah  can  be  a  bittersweet  time.  For  one  of  our
podcasters,  Susan  Perlman,  growing  up  in  Brooklyn  was  an
occasion, at least for the children, to anticipate getting new
clothes and a new pair of shoes. It was a time to look forward
to a new year with hope that good things would come. Susan’s
family ate sweet things like teiglach; little balls of cookie
dough held together with a mixture of honey and sugar. As you
ate them, you were meant to have thoughts of a sweet year
ahead.

But then life happens. Susan recounts that, “My Rosh Hashanah
in 1963 came 18 days before my dad died suddenly of a heart
attack. I was a child and suddenly it wasn’t a sweet time at
all. As we sat shiva in our apartment — the traditional Jewish
mourning period of seven days—I asked our family rabbi, ‘Is my
daddy in heaven?’ The rabbi was a little taken aback but then
said something that he had perhaps said many times before.
‘Well, Susan, his memory will live on in the life you lead.’
Being  somewhat  precocious,  I  shot  back  with,  ‘Rabbi,  you
didn’t answer my question.’

“So, he tried again: ‘Susan, we can’t know for sure what lies
beyond the grave, but your father was a good person so we can
hope.’ Somehow that didn’t cut it for me. At Rosh Hashanah, we
also wish for others to be inscribed in God’s Book of Life.
But to me, it didn’t matter to talk about an eternal book or
ledger that is opened on Rosh Hashanah if eternity was only a
possibility.”

Bittersweet indeed. I have memories that are different than
Susan’s.

https://mycharisma.com/news/a-messianic-take-on-rosh-hashanah-the-feast-of-trumpets/
https://mycharisma.com/news/a-messianic-take-on-rosh-hashanah-the-feast-of-trumpets/
https://mycharisma.com/news/a-messianic-take-on-rosh-hashanah-the-feast-of-trumpets/


I remember walking to synagogue with my grandfather, who was
the  most  observant  one  in  our  family.  And  I  have  warm
recollection of how our little synagogue would throw open
their back doors that led into a dirt lot. They would pitch a
tent over the dirt and the whole sanctuary would expand to
accommodate the overflow crowds. People could choose to sit
inside the building or inside the tent. I wasn’t much of a
Bible reader as a kid but this was pretty impressive—it seemed
kind of biblical to have a tent and dirt under my feet.

Rosh Hashanah: some sad memories, some warm ones. We invite
you to listen in as we explore the holiday in this podcast.
{eoa}
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